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Rough the Tei^i^iei^ 



CHAPTER I. 
BOUGH LEAVES HIS MOTHEB, 

AM an old dog, children, and could you 
see me you would think me grey and 
sober. But I was not always as you 
might see me now; so, if you care to 
listen, I will tell you a little of my dog 
life, with all its ups and downs, its 
joys and sorrows. 

One of the first days that I can remember, was bright 

A 
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and sunny. I was playing near my mother, with my 
small brother and sister near me. How happy we were 
as we rolled over and over, and what a time our poor 
mother had with us. I am sure she must have been one 
of the most patient mothers possible, for do you know 
we used even to pull her ears and sometimes play with 
her tail } It was very, very seldom, however, that she 
seemed angry with us. If she was, she would give a little 
growl and shake herself, then we puppies knew we must 
be quiet, so we would nestle down close beside her, and 
soon be fast asleep. 

It was a large place where we lived, and there were 
other dogs besides ourselves — big dogs, middle-sized 
dogs, little dogs, dogs of all sorts. Afterwards I heard 
that the gentleman to whom we belonged had always 
been fond of animals. When he was at school he kept 
guinea-pigs, afterwards rabbits and chickens. When 
he grew older it was but reasonable he should take 
to dogs, we being such very superior animals. 

On this bright sunny day our master came to see us — 
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the day is marked in my life, because it led to changes 
and brought me to my first home. 

' He came slowly round, looking at one dog after an- 
other, and making inquiries of the man who took care 
of us. 

I was big enough even then by standing on my hind 
legs, and stretching myself considerably, to catch sight 
of our master before he came up to us. I could see he 
was not alone, for by his side and holding his hand was 
a little girl. I can see her now with her long hair hang- 
ing down her back, and her bright eyes sparkling with 
pleasure and happiness. How I hoped she would come 
round to us, as I watched her delight and heard her 
admiration of the other dogs. 

Well, I had not long to wait, for presently they came 
quite close to us. I fear I must have been rather a vain 
little dog, for I was so afraid she would not admire me. 

I was more than satisfied when I heard her exclama- 
tion of delight when she caught sight of my woolly little 
body. 
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'' Papa, papa, what a dear little fellow ! he is the best 
of all. What a lovely coat he has, and such roguish 
eyes ! " 

Then taking her papa's hand in both of hers, and 
looking up at him with her sweet gentle eyes, she 
pleaded — " O papa ! do take him home, and let him 
live with us." 

How fast my heart beat as I listened for papa's 
answer. It went pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, till after a pause 
which seemed long to me, papa said — 

" Why, Nellie, what do you want with a puppy ? *' 

" I should love him so, papa ; do, do let me have 
him." 

Who could have resisted such pleading as this ? So 
papa asked a few questions about me, and then 
promised the little girl she should have the puppy 
soon, but that at present I was rather too young to 
be taken from my mother. 

Silly little thing that I was, I did not think so at 
all, but would like to have gone then and there. I 
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had to wait, however, what seemed to me a long 
time, and had many very hard lessons to learn. 

I began to know, too, some of our neighbours ; and 
one large black dog they called Turk, I looked up 
to with special admiration. I said looked up to, for, 
standing on my hind legs, I could only just reach 
his black nose. He used to look down upon me in 
a most dignified manner, and I daresay thought me 
a presumptuous little puppy. 

Of all my neighbours, the race they called pugs 
I liked the least. I thought then they were such 
stupid - looking creatures, with their snub noses and 
curly tails ; but since I have grown older, and 
seen more of the world of dogs, I have heard it 
said they are the most fascinating creatures. No 
doubt they are useful in their way, as I hope I am 
in mine. 

Well, the day came at last when my master arrived 
once more, and I heard him say to Barnes as he 
looked at me — 
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** I will take that puppy home with me to-night, 
Miss Nellie took such a fancy to him." 

So after being brushed up and having a collar put 
round my neck, I was at last fairly leaving my mother. 
I was too much excited to think much about it, and 
too frightened as well, for we had to go by train, and 
there was such . a noise and such pushing amongst 
the passengers, that I was afraid I should get my 
toes trodden on. So trembling, with my tail between 
my legs, I kept close to my master. 

I was very glad when we reached his house at last. 
Little Nellie was at the window watching for her papa, 
for I think she must hav^e thought perhaps he would 
bring me with him. 

She ran out in a minute to meet me, and, catching 
me in her arms, ran joyfully back to a lady who was 
sitting in the drawing-room. I remember what a 
comfortable looking house it was, and how tall and 
handsome Nellies mamma looked. 

" Mamma," she cried, " did you ever see such a 
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beauty ? Hasn't he beautiful black eyes, such a bushy 
tail and silky hair — what can we call him ? " 

"Well, Nellie, what shall it be? We must think. 
Prince or Toby, or what do you say to Rough — his coat 
is very long ? That would be a good name, I think." 



**Yes, mamma, I should like to call him Rough." 
I have had many strange adventures, children, since 
then. My name has been changed, and I have had 
other masters ; but if you are patient, you shall hear all. 
That night, in spite of all Nellie's kindness and the 
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warm rugs and carpets, I was rather unhappy. I 
missed my mother, and wished I could nestle close 
to her again ; but she was far away now, and I had 
begun life on my own account. I think I cried myself 
to sleep that night. The next morning Nellie was 
awake early, and calling for me. I ran up to her 
bright pleasanf nursery, and found she was just 
dressed. Bright and pleasant indeed it was, with 
the morning sun pouring in at the open window, 
which looked out upon the garden, and not very far 
away you could see the blue sea. 

In one corner of the room was a large doll's house, 
with drawing-room and dining-room, bedroom and 
kitchen, the staircase going up the middle. The 
whole of it was beautifully furnished, and contained, 
besides several ladies and gentlemen, a cat and dog. 
My little mistress used to show them to me, and tell 
me long stories about them. 

Then in another corner of the room was an immense 
rocking-horse and a cupboard full of all sorts of toys. 
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But I think Nellie soon thought I was better than all 
her toys and dolFs house put together. 

I now saw for the first time Nellie's little sister. 
She could not talk as Nellie could, but directly she 
saw me, called out, '* Bow-wow, bow-wow," and held 
out her little hands to stroke me. 



After breakfast we all went for a walk, baby riding 
in a carriage of her own, Nellie pulling me along 
with" a chain. I enjoyed the run very much, but 
objected greatly to being led. Other dogs were 
running along free to go where they liked, while I 
could not stop even to say "good-morning" to my 
neighbours, and I fancied they looked at me as I 
passed with great contempt. 
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After some days, when we had had a great many 
runs together, I was to my great joy released and 
allowed to go freely. 

What happy days those were, and what a kind, 
loving, little mistress I had ! I followed her every- 
where, and lay on the mat outside her door at night, 
ready for her first call in the morning. Very often 
the children's young Aunt Nellie would come up to 
the nursery, and fine fun we had together. When the 
winter came, sometimes, if it was too wet for the chil- 
dren to go out, she would play hide-and-seek with them, 
hiding with the children, and leaving me to find them. 

Then there was the white kitten, Lily, who joined 
us very often, only she was such an impudent little 
thing, and would jump up on the table beyond my 
reach, and look down on me in triumph. At other 
times she would jump over my back before I knew 
she was near, and then perhaps make a rush at my 
nose and give it a scratch ; but for all, we were very 
good friends on the whole. 
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CHAPTER II. 
BOUGH MEETS WITH AX AGGIBEXT, 

MUST tell you that one day before I 
had grown very big, my young mistress 
was carrying me upstairs, and suddenly 
catching sight of her dolls sash which 
she had dropped, and wishing to pick 
it up, placed me on a narrow ledge, 
thinking very likely that I should run away. The 
ledge was so narrow that before I could steady my- 
self, I overbalanced and fell to the ground. I was 
dreadfully frightened, and my poor leg hurt me so, that 
I howled again and again. My little mistress began to 
cry bitterly too, and the noise we made between us 
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soon brought Nellie's mamma from downstairs and 
nurse from upstairs to see what was the matter. 

I don't think they could hear much of what Nellie 
tried to say, but my mistress stooped down and took 
me in her arms, which made me cry afresh. 

" Poor little fellow," she said, " I fear his leg is 
broken. I must take him to the surgeon ; we can do 
nothing for him." 

Hastily putting on her things, she herself carried 
me to the doctor's. 

It was not very far away, for we soon turned down 
a street I had never been in before, and then entered 
a narrow court. At one corner my mistress stopped, 
and we found ourselves directly in a little dark shop. 

A man came to us, and on hearing my story, took 
me up and looked at me carefully. 

"Leg broken, must be kept in splints,"^ were his 
short remarks. "He must remain with me some 
time ; he will be better under my care than at home." 

My mistress gave me a kind little pat, and called 
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me "poor doggie/' which was great tilings for her, 
for somehow I had felt she had never loved me so 
very much. 

I was very sad and frightened when I saw her 



turn away, and found myself alone without any of my 
friends. I could not help thinking, too, that the doctor 
was much rougher with me directly she was gone. 
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He soon set about tying up my poor leg in two 
pieces of wood. I am sure I must have looked very 
miserable, going on three legs, and kept wondering 
if I should ever run about again as I had done. 

I stayed in that dark little shop, what seemed to 
me a long, long time. Once Nellie's mamma- came 
to see me, and she left orders that when I could do 
without the splints she would have me home. 

I tried to make the best of it, and bear all the 
pain patiently. Somehow I thought if I kept very 
quiet, that I should get home sooner. 

At last one day, the doctor, looking at my leg very 
carefully, seemed to think I could do without the 
splints, and how can I describe my joy in once 
more feeling that I had four legs belonging to me 1 

A day or two more, and the cook came to fetch 
me home. What a meeting it was with Nellie! She 
almost cried with joy, and I rushed round and round 
the room, quite frantic with delight. 

No wonder that I was happy in that home, for 
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the people were so good and kind that lived in it, 
my master especially. 

In the morning before he went out, a large bell 



was rung, and I always knew it was to tell us to 
come down from the nursery, and the servants from 
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the kitchen, that we might assemble in the dining- 
room. My master would then read out of a large 
book, and they all knelt down, while I kept as quiet 
as possible, lying on the rug. Though I could not 
understand all about it, I am sure it was something 
that made them good. In the evening my master 
did the same ; only the servants were there then, for the 
children were fast asleep in bed. I was always hungry 
in the evening, and so much more lively than in 
the day that sometimes I used to go up to the 
servants, and almost make them laugh. So after- 
wards they would not let me come in, but gave me 
a bone to gnaw on the mat outside. 

How well I knew the time I was -to have it! I 
had a clock of my own as well as they, and gave 
cook no peace till she had satisfied me. Then there 
was Sunday, I knew it without anybody telling me. 
Did not my master stay at home, and go with 
Nellie to church ? I always knew when they were 
getting ready, and would go and watch them, but I 
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never thought of going ; of course it was no place for 
dogs. I also knew the time they would come back, and 
seated myself at the window, watching, till I could 
catch sight of them. 
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CHAPTER III. 
BOUQH GOES TO THE CBTSTdL PALACE, 

SUPPOSE I must have been about a 
year old when I heard my master talking 
about some grand Dog Show that was 
coming on. He would often take me 
up and look at me, commenting on my 
appearance. If visitors came in, he 
generally directed their attention to me, and I must 
confess it was wonderful the admiration that was be- 
stowed upon me. 

One day the old keeper who had charge of me before 
I left my mother, came to the house, and I gathered from 
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what passed that this show, whatever it might be, in 
some way concerned me. What a show meant I could 
not tell. 

It never struck me that it was anything that would 
take me away, even for a few days, from my present 
home. 

Not long after, the keeper came again early one 
morning, and after a little conversation with my master 
proceeded to fasten a chain to my collar. Before I 
could hardly think what would happen next, he had 
taken me right out into the street and was walking along 
at a quick pace. We soon arrived at the railway 
station, where another man I remembered having seen 
before, was waiting with two other dogs — one a long- 
haired dog something like myself, the other short-haired 
and of a sandy colour. 

We were quickly put into the train, and were soon 
whirling along, whither I knew not. 

At the end of a tedious journey, to our great joy we 
were at last in the free open air, but our journey was 
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not over yet. The keeper called a cab, and in a few 
minutes we were rolling along in and out of count- 
less cabs and omnibuses. Oh, children, if you have 
never been in London, you can little guess what a 
noise it was ; to us poor country dogs it was most 
bewildering. 

When we stopped, it was at another railway station, 
and once more we were to be whirled along. When 
would our journey end ? 

This, however, happily did not last so long as the 
first part, and when we got out, it was at a large, lofty 
station, with a long flight of steps leading up from the 
trains. 

We mounted them, and before long entered a great 
building, built — would you believe it, children } — all of 
glass. 

It was the Crystal Palace. 

Bewildered as I was, I could not help admiring the 
place as I went along. Beautiful things surrounded us 
on every side, with quantities of flowers and trees, and 
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many birds singing. We were led to the centre of the 
building, and now I saw quickly what a Dog Show 
meant, for, arranged in beautiful order, were numbers of 



my fellow-creatures, and we were no doubt gathered 
together for the amusement and admiration of visitors. 
I must say there were some splendid specimens of our 
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race, and looking back on it now, I cannot but feel proud 
to think I was considered worthy to make one of the 
number. 

You would have been amused, children, if you could 
have seen some of the dainty little pets lying on crimson 
velvet cushions, their mistresses probably not far away, 
that they might talk to them occasionally. I was glad 
I was not one of these pampered, indulged little animals, 
but was content with the clean straw provided for me. 

The next day, as I imagined, many visitors arrived, 
so many indeed, that at times the crowd was too great 
to allow the people to pass along. It made me feel 
very uncomfortable to hear all the remarks that the 
passers-by made on my personal appearance. I am 
afraid it would have made me very vain, only all the 
time I was thinking of my little mistress at home, and 
wondering if she missed me, and when I should go 
back to her. 

Prizes were given for the best dogs, and I believe 
I carried off the first among the long-haired terriers, 
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and my keeper seemed very pleased with me. Three 
days we remained at the Dog Show, and then it was 
broken up as quickly as it had been formed. One 
dog after another was claimed and carried off by its 
owner. My turn came, and to my great joy I found 
we were to set off homewards. My two companions 
must have found fresh masters, I think, for they did 
not return with us. No doubt, I could easily have 
been sold, but my master had promised little Nellie 
I should go back to her again. 

The journey home did not seem half so long, for 
every mile brought me nearer to my little mistress ; 
and in less than a week from the time of starting, I 
was back again once more, and before many days 
had almost forgotten that I had ever been to a Dog 
Show. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BOUGH LOSES HIS TEMPEB. 

Y life had its duties, children, though 
it had so many pleasures, for England 
expects every dog to do his duty. 
Mine was to defend my master's 
house, and this I did to the best of 
my ability. 
My desire to do my duty faithfully was one day, 
I am sorry to say, carried too far, and ended in very 
sad consequences to me. 
You shall hear. 
There were two people I could not like at all, that 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ROUGH LOSES HIS TEMPER. 25 

often came to the house. These were the butcher 
boy and the postman. 



V. 



'0 //-^^'\>- 



r 



I did not Hke that butcher boy with his one eye, 
always carrying a basket, and I did not Hke the post- 
man, who rang the bell so loudly, and always carried 
a bag. 
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The very sight of them, I grieve to say, used to 
make me angry. Well, one cold morning I saw 
the butcher boy coming up the path. The door 
was open, and, alas ! in my anger, barking furiously, 
out I ran. Perhaps I looked fierce, I cannot tell, 
but that butcher threw his basket at me. It was 
more than I could stand, and, forgetting every- 
thing, I flew at his leg, and — how can I tell it ? 
— I bit him. He in 'his turn began to howl, and 
hastened limping to the kitchen door to tell his tale. 

With a guilty feeling I slunk into the house, my 
tail down, and hid myself under a large chair in the 
dining-room. 

The cook soon came and told the story to my 
mistress. I heard it all as I trembled and shook in 
my hiding-place. 

" Where is the dog, Mary .^ he must be tied up 
at once," I heard her say. '^What will your master 
think of it 'i " 

I was soon found, and with an aching heart dragged 
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away to the kitchen, where I was tied up for some 
hours. 

Towards evening I was allowed to go free, but 
I did not feel myself, and had not courage to go 
up to the nursery to my little mistress, but laid my- 
self down in my old hiding-place. 

Then my master came home, and I heard the whole 
story being told to him. My fears were doubled as 
I heard my mistress say, **We cannot keep the dog, 
Frank; I could not think of it. Vicious little animal, 
he would be biting our Nellie one of these days!" 

How I longed to be able to speak, and tell them 
I would not have hurt my little mistress for the world. 
How could they dream that I would bite her! They 
did not know how the butcher boy had irritated me, 
and made me angry. Oh, if I had only not got angry I 

As the evening wore on, the door-bell rang, and 
the servant announced Mr. Jennings. A tall, burly 
man entered, whom I did not remember having seen 
before. 
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Somehow or other I instinctively shrank from him, 
and drew myself closer into my corner. He talked 
loudly, and made some rough jokes, unlike my master s 
usual visitors. 

Presently the conversation turned upon dogs. " By 
the by, Mr. Jennings, do you want a dog.'^" my master 
said. 

"A dog ? Well, I don't know. What sort of a fellow 
is he?" 

'' You shall see. He is a capital dog ; only to-day, 
unfortunately, he has bitten our butcher boy, and my 
wife thinks she cannot trust him with our children any 
longer." 

I thought my little heart would never stop thump- 
ing as I lay and listened. 

** Where is the dog, Lilian..'^ " 

" I don't know ; I have not cared to see him 
since." 

My master rose, and going to the door called, 
*' Rough, Rough." 
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I dare not wait longer, but slinking out I crouched 
at his feet. 

My master was always kind. I think he would 
have trusted me a little longer as I looked up pitifully 
into his face. 

*' So you got angry this morning, Rough, did you ? 
That was too bad, old dog ; " but nevertheless he gave 
me a not unkindly pat. 

All this time the stranger was examining me. " I 
rather like the look of him, Mr. Barnard. My boys 
will be well pleased to have him, if you wish to part 
with him. We will hope this is the first and last 
offence, or we must teach him better." 

My master still seemed half inclined to plead for 
me. 

"Lilian, what will our Nellie do without her pet.^ 
She will be inconsolable." 

"We cannot help that, Frank," was the unrelenting 
answer ; "I cannot have that vicious dog about my 
children." 
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I 

*' Then it is agreed that I am to have him, Mr. 
Barnard?" said Mr. Jennings, as if anxious, 1 thought, 
not to lose the chance of having me, and shortly after 
he rose, saying he must go. 

Fastening me with a piece of string instead of a 
chain, he led me out from my first happy home, out 
into the dark, cold night. Ah, children, if only I had 
not lost my temper, and got angry ! 

If you are ever inclined to be angry, think of poor 
Rough and all the trouble he brought on himself by 
being angry. 
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BOUGH'S JfEW HOME. 

HAD not much time to think, for my 
new master dragged me on, my un- 
willing legs almost refusing to go. I 
began to wonder where I should find 
myself, when we stopped at a large, 
^ brilliantly-lighted house. 

We entered a large room where other gentlemen 
sat reading their newspapers. One or two glanced 
at me as I came in. Very tired and sad, I laid 
myself down by my new master's chair. 

He took up a newspaper, but soon forgetting all 
about me, went fast asleep. 
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A young waiter, who had several times given me 
a kindly pat as he passed, now ventured to give 
me a few pieces of broken bread, which I ate gladly, 
and felt very grateful for the little kindness. 

The next morning I found this place was not 
to be my home ; before it was light, my master 
made preparations for leaving, and quickly we were 
on our way to the railway station. There I had 
a ticket tied round my neck, and was shut up in 
what seemed to me little more than a large box. 

On and on we went that day, till I thought we 
were never going to stop. The farther we went the 
sadder I felt, for I knew now I could never find my 
way back again, as I had at first thought I might do. 

But at last the train came to a standstill, and 
when the door of my box was opened, I saw my 
new master waiting for me. Then we got into a . 
cab, and after driving some distance, stopped at 
a large house, which I immediately guessed was to 
be my new home. 
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Directly the door opened, several boys came rush- 
ing out, one over the other, 

" Well, boys,*' I heard their father say, " I have 
brought you something you will like this time." 



•* Oh ! a dog, a dog," cried they, one after another ; 
then taking me up between them, they^ ran into the 
house, almost dropping me on the way. 

Now my new life dawned upon me ; one tried to 



c 
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drag me round the room, another pulled my tail, till 
I was so bewildered I scarcely knew what to do. 
. How different to my sweet little mistress! 

Presently a younger boy entered the room, and 
for the first time I heard my master speak in a 
softer tone. As he took the little fellow up in his 
arms, I heard him say — 

*' Reggie, I have brought you a new little play- 
fellow." 

I felt happier directly I saw the kind look in the 
little boy*s eyes ; his open face seemed to say he could 
not be unkind to anything. 

Then they all sat down to tea, which was rather 
a noisy meal. I think, poor children, they had no 
mother, and that was why they were so rough ; but 
I think the elder ones had no kind hearts, or they 
would not have treated poor Rough as they did. 

Morning and afternoon they went to school, when 
Reggie and I were able to enjoy ourselves, and very 
happy we were. The little boy's eyes would often 
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fill with tears as he saw the way the bigger boys 
treated me. 

Besides the boys I had also another enemy, and that 
was the cook. She would persist in saying I was a thief, 
and a more honest dog never breathed than myself. 

The butter used to vanish in a wonderful way, and it 
was always Rough that did it, and many cruel blows I 
had in consequence. One day when I had been more 
in disgrace than usual, I thought I would watch and 
see if Miss Pussy were not the thief, for I had my sus- 
picions. So, peeping into the larder very quietly, there 
to be sure was her ladyship licking the butter, and 
no doiibt enjoying herself immensely. 

** Now is my time," thought I ; so, retreating to the 
kitchen, I went up to the cook and pulled her dress. 

** Get away with you," was cook's reply ; ** get away, 
you thief." 

This was too much, so I renewed my pulling, and at 
last she began to be curious to see what I wanted. I 
quietly led her to the larder; she peeped in, and 
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happily for me caught Miss Pussy in the very act. 
From that day cook and I became much greater friends, 
and she would even rescue me occasionally from my 
tormentors, the boys. 

After a time my little master Reggie began to 
look different ; he could not go out as he used to do, 
and there was no merry laugh to be heard when his 
father came Jiome in the evening. He would never 
have me out of his sight, but lay on his couch, often 
stroking my head, and his big eyes looking so kind 
and sad. I used to lie and watch him, for I could 
not at all understand what was the matter. Then he 
could not come downstairs, but I always kept close to 
him. 

One day they took me away from him, but somehow 
I managed to creep back again to my old place, and 
the little fellow would keep his hand resting on my 
head. 

But a day came when the house was kept very quiet 
and still, and my master looked very sad. 1 was quite 
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shut out from the room where my little friend lay, and 
was obliged to content myself with lying outside the 
door. 

I never saw little Reggie again, and I thought all my 
happiness was gone with him for ever. 

The boys were much less rough, however, for the 



time, and my master looked so sad I could not help 
feeling very sorry for him, though I had never loved him 
much before. He would now often give me a gentle 
pat, and say, " Poor fellow ! " I am sure it was for little 
Reggie's sake. 

Soon, only too soon, the boys went back to their old 
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rough ways, and as I had no little protector now, I was 
worse off than ever. I sometimes thought of running 
away, but then I did not know where to run to. So I 
stayed on. 

I am sure my bushy tail, which I used to carry so 
erect, went down lower and lower, till I must have 
looked the most dejected of dogs. 

At this time my master was much away from home, 
and one day, after a longer absence than usual, he 
returned, not alone, but^ bringing with him a tall, 
gentle lady. I wondered in my dog mind how one 
so gentle should choose to come to live in such a 
home, but come she did. 

She was good and kind to every one, and had 
not been there many weeks before the house 
was quite different. The boys seemed as if they 
could not resist her, and as to poor Rough, she 
would never allow any unkindness to him if she 
were near. 

" Boys," she would say, '* if you want to grow up 
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•manly men, never ill-treat a dumb animal ; it is un- 
worthy of English schoolboys/' So my life once more 
brightened, but I never forgot, in the midst of all, my 
first dear young mistress, Nellie. 
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BOUGH TAKEK PRISOJ^EB. 

ANY months had passed like this, my 
tail in the meantime having gradually 
risen, and my dejected appearance 
vanished, when one summer evening I 
was returning with my master from a 
long walk. It was nearly dark, and 
for a moment I had lost sight of him. 

Stopping to see if I could see him, I felt myself 
suddenly seized from behind, and forced into a bag 
that somebody was carrying. 

Poor me ! I was indeed in an unhappy plight. No- 
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thing could I see. It was no use to struggle, for my 
enemy held me fast. I shook with terror; where was 
I to be taken to ? what would be done with me ? 

After going a considerable distance I felt I was being 
carried down some steps, and at last my captor, almost 
throwing the sack on to the floor, drew me forth with no 
gentle hands. Tying a cord to my collar, he fastened 
me securely to a hook in the wall. 

I felt so utterly miserable that I could not help whin- 
ing a little, but this only brought fresh kicks, so I was 
obliged to groan inwardly. 

I was getting dreadfully hungry too, for the evening 
was my feeding time, but hungry I was to remain, no 
food was to come to my share that night. My captor, 
however, took care to regale himself, and was joined 
by another man and a boy, both as rough as himself. 

While they partook of their supper I had time to look 
round me and observe my new surroundings. 

It was a cellar ; the light of one tallow candle revealed 
the men's faces as they sat round the small rickety table. 
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while the corners remained so dark I could hardly see 
what was in them. 

As I looked at the faces of the men my courage failed 
me. Any dog who had watched the expression of people's 
faces as I had done, would have shrunk from these. 

When they had finished they commenced talking 
about me, and the boy was told to drag me out to the 
light that they might examine me more closely. 

After more kicks they allowed me once more to lie 
down quietly, and thankful I was, even for this indul- 
gence. They then threw themselves down one by one 
on bundles of straw, which I managed to make out lay in 
the corners, and before long all was quiet even in this 
miserable abode. 

Tired out and sad as I was, I, too, soon fell asleep. 
When I awoke the next morning, feeling very, very 
hungry, I saw that a dim light was creeping into the 
cellar. It looked as if the sun might be shining up above, 
but at any rate it did not penetrate to this dark place. 

The men did not hurry themselves to rise, for it must 
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have been long after other people were in their beds that 
they lay down, but I expect the darkness suited their 
work best. 

Before they went out they threw down two or three 
very hard scraps to me, but it was not a time to be 
dainty, so I was thankful even for them. They tied me 
up securely and then disappeared, closing the door 
behind them. Many days came and went like this, I 
pondering in my own mind what they were keeping 
me for, and turning over and over every way I could 
think of to make my escape. 

But the door was closely shut after them when they 
went out, and besides I was fastened by a thick cord. 
Escape seemed impossible. 

Twice o^ly did they leave the boy behind. The second 
time I heard a girl's voice at the top of the stairs calling 
softly, ** Jack, Jack." 

** Yes, Jim," answered the boy ; '* what do yer want ? " 

"Jack, I want to speak to yer; maynt I come 
down ? " 
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** I don't mind yer comin*, but woe betide yer if 
the guvernor comes home ! " 

Without stopping for more, the girl came down 
the steps — a poor, miserable, half-starved looking 
girl she was. 

" Jack, I am so hungry, couldn't yer giv me a bite ? " 

" Giv' yer a bite, Jim ! how could yer ask sich a 
question ? Do yer think the guvernor leaves me 
wittles ? not he ! " 

'' Oh, what shall I do ? " sobbed the girl. " Mother 
gived me nothink afore she went out this morning, 
and I know she'll be drunk to-night and not have 
a penny." 

Suddenly discovering me, she broke off and came 
towards me. 

*' Poor little dawg, yer look hungry as well as Jim ; " 
and she patted me gently, the first little kindness 
I had received since I entered the place. I licked 
her hand in gratitude. But at the very moment 
loud talking was heard drawing near the cellar. 
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"Jim, Jim," cried Jack, with terror in his tone, 
**it's the guvernor, here, quick!" and in a moment he 
had forced the frightened Jim into his own corner, and 
hastily, as she lay down, covered her with the straw. 

One moment more and the guvernor and his friend 
entered, evidently not in a very sober condition. I 
crouched down as far away from them as I could. 

All the time Jim lay quiet as a mouse, covered 
in the straw. 

After their supper the men both fell asleep, and 
began snoring heavily. 

Now was Jim*s ^time, so on a sign from Jack 
she quietly rose, glided out of the cellar, and in a 
minute more must have been safely in the street. 

I lay down and thought it all over. If some day 
Jim was to come again and the door was left ajar, 
could I not make my escape ? But then there was 
the thick cord, how about that ? I had good strong 
teeth, could I not gnaw it through ? So I determined 
to watch my opportunity. 
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ROUGH ESCAPES. 

OR many days I wias left quite alone 
with the door closely fastened, but 
then at last came a day when the 
boy was again left at home. 

He rarely took any notice of me ; 

as long as I was there I think he 

did not care. So I began gnawing away at my rope 

as quietly as I could, hoping I might see ,the door 

left open and run out. 

I had just finished gnawing it through when again 
Jim's voice was heard asking Jack if she might 
come down. 
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*'No, Jim, no, the guvernor might come back. If 
yer want to speak to me Til just run up a minute ; " 
and at once he ran nimbly up the steps. 

" Now's my time/* thought I. 

I rushed up the stairs ; there were Jim and Jack 
talking busily just outside the door. Oh, how I 
ran, right past them I went, for there was no other 
way. 

I heard Jack give an exclamation, and he tried to 
lay hold of me as I passed. At any rate I heard 
footsteps coming after me, but I was running for 
dear life. 

On and on I ran till, panting and exhausted, I lay 
down at last, for I could go no farther. Looking 
back I saw I was not pursued. Close by was a 
shady doorstep which led into an empty house; I 
went up to it and laid myself down. Tired out, I 
was soon asleep, and forgot I was hungry and home- 
less. Just as It was beginning to get light the next 
morning, I woke up and began wondering what I 
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was to do next. One thing was certain, I must 
avoid observation, for I still had a piece of rope 
hanging to my collar which would be very likely 
to be noticed. 

How hungry I was, and how was I to get anything 
to eat? I had not even the hard crusts now, but 
I was free, free — a delightful sensation to a dog that 
has been tied up in a cellar for some time. 

I gave myself a good shake, preparing to make a 
start, and see if I could remember ever having been in 
that neighbourhood before. But no, I knew nothing 
about it. 

It was a place with large, lofty houses. In the 
centre was a square surrounded with railings. Very 
few people were about at first, only here and there a 
truck was to be seen laden with goods from market. 

I trotted on and on, keeping my eyes and ears 
open, constantly on the look-out for a butcher's shop. 
When I passed one I watched my opportunity, and 
once or twice succeeded in carrying off a scrap or two 

D 
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which had been dropped by a careless butcher. I 
thought them the sweetest morsels I had ever tasted. 

I carefully avoided all policemen and boys, many 
times crossing the road to escape them. At last 
my poor legs could run no longer, and once more, 
very tired and sad, I lay . down in a secluded spot 
which I thought would give me a night's shelter. 

Early the next morning I was again on the trot, 
and before long reached a large open space with 
green grass, upon which a few sheep were grazing. 

I remembered having been in a place something 
like it with my master long ago, but I did not quite 
recognise it. 

On I went, trying to look like a dog full of business, 
only intent on making his way home. In this way 
no one took any notice of me. I kept carefully sniffing 
and sniffing. Should I ever reach a place that I 
knew ? All at once my heart gave a great bound. 
Yes, I had been there before, perhaps with great care 
I might possibly even yet find my way home. 
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It was a long, long way ; many times I took a wrong 
turn for a few steps and then had to retrace them, 




r'u 



but towards evening the roads became more familiar, 
and before dark I was quite at home in them. 

In spite of fatigue, I ran on as quickly as I could. 
Breathless and panting, I found myself once more at 
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my masters gate, but the gate was fast and I could 
not enter. I whined, then howled, but no one seemed 
to hear ; only once some one came to the window, 
and from the shadow I felt quite sure it was my 
mistress. 

At this I howled still louder. A policeman coming 
up gave me a kick, and seemed just going to take 
me up, when the front-door opened, and cook came 
down to the gate, peering out into the darkness. 

The policeman took hold of me, stopped, and in a 
surly voice said — 

** This isn't your dog, I suppose ? — horrid, dirty-look- 
ing brute ; sooner it's done for the better." 

" Here, policeman, don't be in a hurry, let's see the 
dog ; we've lost one some time. My mistress has been 
in a fine way about it, though it's hardly likely it would 
find its way back after all this time." 

Bringing me towards the light, I so struggled in 
my eagerness that the policeman put me down, and 
while cook was exclaiming, " Why, to be sure ! and if 
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it isn't Rough, though ! " I was rushing into the house, 
to where I now saw my mistress standing in the hall. 
She had heard the howling of a dog, and her kind 
heart thought it might possibly be me. 



Dirty as I was, she let me do what I liked, in her 
pleasure at seeing me back again; and tired as I was, 
I rushed frantically up and down the hall, round and 
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round the dining-room table, till I could run no longer. 
I was received with such rejoicing, and was so petted 
because of my forlorn appearance, that I ran the risk 
of being spoilt altogether. 

Then cook took possession of me, and quickly 
had me in a tub, where she scrubbed me well, stop- 
ping several times to look at me with pity, and feel 
how nearly my ribs were through my skin. 

In a day or two the excitement of my return 
began to pass off, and once more I went back 
to my usual everyday life. 
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ROUGH GOES TO THE DOGS' HOME. 

HINGS went on as of old, till one 
day I began to see something un- 
usual was passing in the house. My 
mistress would go upstairs to rooms 
she but rarely entered, and turn out 
drawers, pack boxes, &c. I followed her everywhere, 
wondering greatly what she could possibly be doing; 
only making a great deal of dust, I thought 

After every room and drawer had been turned out 
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in much the same style, early one morning, the large 
front-door was thrown wide open, and I saw an 
enormous van standing outside with several men 
surrounding it. Then they came in, and, to my 
astonishment and annoyance, I saw they were 
commencing to take out my master's chairs and 
tables. 

What could it all mean ? 

I barked and barked till my throat was sore, but 
still they went on with their work, never heeding me. 

You may be sure, children, though I barked, I 
never once thought of biting them. No, no, I re- 
membered the last time I was angry only too well, 
and all the consequences. 

Then I was taken to the kitchen and tied up, feel- 
ing rather forlorn, and wondering more and more 
what was to be done next. 

By the evening the house wore a very miserable 
appearance, carpets gone, curtains down, and every 
looking very uncomfortable. 
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But the next morning the men were at it again, 
till I began to think my master and mistress would 




have to content themselves with lying on the floor 
as I did. 
The boys seemed to enjoy all this very much, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



58 ROUGH THE TERRIER. 

running about here and there, and pretending to help, 
but I should fancy they did not give much assistance. 

My astonishment grew greater -still when I saw 
the last chair was gone, and my mistress with her 
bonnet on, evidently ready to go out. I eyed her 
anxiously. Would she take me with her.-^ 

Then I heard her say — 

"James, look out and see if the carriage is come." 

"Yes, mamma," he replied, "it is just coming up 
to the door." 

"Very well, then we may as well be going. Come 
along. Rough, we will lead the way." 

So out we went, followed by the others, leaving 
the house empty and dreary. We all got into the 
carriage, and began what proved to be a very long 
drive. We, however, stopped at last, at a house with 
a large garden round it. Standing at the door were 
the vans I had seen at the old house, and the same 
men were there taking the furniture in, as they had 
before taken it out. 
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My mistress gave me into the charge of Leonard, 
the youngest boy, saying she must go at once and 
give some orders. Whether he was so excited at 
arriving at his new home or not, I cannot say, but 
certain it is, he forgot all about me. 

I probably looked rather scared with my new and 
strange surroundings, and one or two of the men 
began hooting me, that I dare not go into the house 
for fear of passing them. 

Somehow or other I got outside the gate, and must 
have wandered a short distance from the house. 

It was getting dark, and in a little time I found I 
had lost my way. I am sure I should soon have 
found it again, but frightened for the moment I went 
out into the middle of the road, and very foolishly ran 
up and down, undecided which way to go. A police- 
man passing saw, no doubt, in a moment that I was 
lost, and without giving me a chance of finding my 
way back, took me up and at once carried me off. 

He was very different to my former captor, for he 
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had a kind face, and patted me as if he really felt 
sorry for me. 

It was a long distance that we went, and we rode 
part of the way on the top of an omnibus, when at 
last we stopped at a building close by the side of a 
railway station. It was a house of two stories, and 
running along at the back, close by the arches of a 
railway bridge, was a long, low building. 

The yelping of many dogs greeted my ear, and I 
felt at once that at any rate I was being taken to a 
place where I should find some of my fellow-creatures. 

We entered a small room or office, where I saw 
the picture of a dog hanging over the mantelpiece — 
a dog with long hair, I could fancy, rather like myself. 

Some one soon appeared, and in a business-like 

way took down the particulars the policeman gave, 

where he had found me, the time, &c. I was then led 

round to the back, to the long, low building, from 

came the sounds of whining, yelping, and 
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I was now given into the charge of another man, 
who after looking at me carefully, took me up to a 
kennel where were several other dogs, similar in size, 
to myself. 

And what place do you think I had been brought 
to, children ? 

You have, I daresay, heard of Homes for little chil- 
dren — children who have no kind parents, no happy 
homes, as you have — but perhaps you have never 
heard of a Home for lost and starving dogs. I must 
tell you that some kind, humane people have set up 
a Home for Dogs at Battersea, near London, where 
many a lost dog finds a refuge, and receives kind 
treatment ; often, too, it is the means of restoring the 
poor dog to its former home. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BOUGH, BOUGHT BY AJf OLD GEJfTLEMAJf, 
CHAJ^GES HIS J^AME. 

T was getting late when I reached the 

Home, and soon after we were all locked 

up for the night. I did not see any 

houses near to the Home, and it was 

well there were none, for many of the 

dogs made themselves very unhappy 

at being separated from their masters and mistresses. 

They might have been much worse off, as I well 

knew from my former experience. The next morning I 
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noticed various changes in the position of the dogs. 
One or two were brought into the kennel in which 
I had been placed, while some were removed from it 
and placed in another. Those that stayed with me I 
found had only arrived at the Home the same day 
I had. 

I cannot describe to you the different dogs I saw 
there, from the intelligent, dignified retriever, down 
to fat pugs with curly tails. Some looked miserable 
enough, poor, half-starved creatures, who perhaps some 
time or other had had some one to love them. 

As the day wore on, many visitors came and looked 
round. Now, some boys anxiously looking into each 
kennel, hoping that in one they might discover some 
lost favourite, then leaving with sorrowful faces when 
they could not see him anywhere. 

Others came with the idea of purchasing a dog, 
for I must tell you that if the dogs are not claimed 
in three days they are sold at once. 

One rather elderly lady I noticed particularly. She 
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seemed so nervous as she went along, and kept on 
describing in vehement terms all the perfection of 
her lost pet. Just as she was turning to the last 
kennel, she gave a cry of joy, and in a minute more 
a diminutive little terrier was in her arms. The 
little thing seemed as overjoyed as she was, and 
you would almost have thought it would have gone 
into a fit. I think the lady fairly cried over it; 
perhaps it was all she had to love. I know she 
was so grateful to the Home, that before she left 
she gave a handsome donation to it, for I heard 
the keepers talking about it afterwards. 

The next day I found my place was to be altered, my 
companions going with me to another kennel, but that 
day passed without much of importance in any way. 

When the third day came I knew I might expect 
another change, but then what would follow that, 
what would they do with me } 

I heard that the unsaleable dogs who had no good 
looks, and perhaps very little character, were killed, 
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only the best were saved. Surely they would not 
kill me! 

How anxiously I looked as each fresh person 
entered the place, to see if any one of my people had 
come to claim me. Perhaps they had never heard of 
such a Home, and would never seek me. 

That they would be sorry to lose me, I felt certain. 

But the day wore on, no master, no mistress came, 
and I got very, very sad. 

It was nearly time for closing up for the night, 
when I saw an elderly gentleman enter. 

I can see him now, for I could never forget him, 
he was so peculiar looking. He wore his hair rather 
long, and had an overcoat on with fur all round it. 

** I want to buy a very intelligent dog," I heard 
him say; "one that has some sense in him, not a 
noodle." 

**Yes, sir, certainly," the keeper replied. "We shall 
have no difficulty in finding one, there are some 
capital dogs here. About what size did you wish ? " 

£ 
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**Not too big nor too small." As he said this, he 
put up his eye-glass and examined me minutely. 

" Thafs a nice head, very nice head.** 

"Yes, sir, he is a nice dog, but perhaps you had 
better look round before you decide." 

** Yes, yes, that will be best" So to my great relief 
they passed on, and I could not help hoping they 
would not come back to me, for I did not quite take 
to the old gentleman. 

But no, my head had struck him, and he came 
back again. After looking at me for some time, he 
said, ** I will decide on that one ; I suppose you 
have no idea what his name is ? " 

"No, sir; none." 

A few minutes more and I was lying at the bottom 
of the old gentleman's carriage, rolling away to my 
fresh home. 

When the carriage stopped, the old gentleman took 
me out and led me into the house. A young lady 
came out to meet him. 
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'* You are late, father," she said. " I have been 
wondering where you were." 

" Well, Janet, you said you wanted a dog for old 
Webster, and as I had nothing very particular to do 
this afternoon, I drove up to Battersea to the Dogs' 
Home, and selected one for you to give him.*' 

" That was good of you. How delighted the old man 
will be ; it will be such a help to him going along the 
streets." 

So this was not to be my home after all, thought 
I ; where shall I go next ? 

The next morning the young lady appeared in 
walking dress, and was evidently going to take me 
with her. I wished she would have kept me herself, 
for I wondered greatly where she would take me, and 
who old Webster could be. 

We soon left the street with its handsome houses in 
which the old gentleman lived, and after walking down 
several more streets filled with gay shops, turned off 
into a very different neighbourhood. Here the houses 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^8 ROUGH THE TERRIER. 

looked dirty, and numbers of uncared-for looking 
children were running about, many without hats, and 
some even without shoes. 

We stopped, and entered a house. The young lady 
began to mount the stairs — up, up we went, till I 
wondered whenever we should reach the top. We 
did, however, reach it at last, and the young lady 
knocked at a door. 

" Come in," said a low, shaky voice. " Oh, it's you, 
Miss Helier, is it .'^ It does me good to hear your 
voice." 

" Well, Webster, how are you to-day ? ** 

** Sadly, miss, sadly. You see I cant get about, and 
then I sit thinking of the time when I had two good 
eyes to see with, and was able to work like other people." 

** Poor man, it is sad for you," the young lady said 
sympathisingly. 

" I think, maybe after a time, you know, miss, I may 
manage to meet with a dog ; he'd help to lead me along, 
and I should get on better." 
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"Well, Webster, that is just what has brought me 
here this morning. My father went to the Dogs' Home 
yesterday and met with a dog that he thought would 
just suit you." 

" Now, miss, if that is not just kind, just like your 
good, thoughtful self. Have you got him here ?'* 

I had been lying so quiet that the old man had not 
heard me, but now he put out his hand and felt me 
all over. 

Just then a very old woman entered, with a few bits of 
wood in her hand, which she looked as if she had picked 
up by the way. 

*' What do you think, wife } Here's Miss Helier come 
and brought me a dog ; isn't it just kind } I shall be 
able to get on capitally now.'* 

The old woman seemed very pleased at the sight of 
me, and began thanking the young lady over and over 
aofain for all her kindness to them. 

** You don't know what his name is, miss, do you ? " 

** No, I do not, Webster ; what will you call him } " 
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Various names were mentioned, but ** Rough "was not 
amongst them, when at last the old man settled the point 
himself by saying, "We'll call him * Toby.' I had a dog 
called * Toby ' long years ago when I was a boy, when 
the green fields and blue sky were all around me, and 
my poor eyes were able to see how beautiful it all was. 
Yes, that shall be it ; we will call him * Toby.' " 
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CHAPTER X. 
THE BLIJfB MAJf AJfD HIS DOG TOBY. 

O W, children, you have heard how it was I 
changed my name, and how with the old 
name all my bright, happy, comfortable 
days seemed gone for ever. 

After the young lady left I laid down, 
feeling very sober, thinking of the new 
life which opened before me. I looked at the old man 
and woman, then at the carpetless room, then at the 
almost empty grate. I had always lain on soft 
carpets, I had always been used to good fires till now. 
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except for that miserable time I spent down in the dark 
cellar. 



What would my life be ? I could hardly think, but I 
had a dim notion that when I went out I should no 
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longer have my freedom, but have to lead the old man 
who sat before me, and who looked as if he would go 
with slow> feeble steps. 

Poor things, they did not have much to eat themselves, 
so it was not likely they could spare much for their four- 
footed friend. I was thankful, however, even for the 
scraps of red herring and one or two hard crusts that 
they threw to me. 

The next morning my new duties began. Before, 
they consisted mostly in defending my master's pro- 
perty, now I was to help the old man to gain his 
daily bread. 

Early we sallied forth together, he, stick in hand, 
feeling his way along the railings of the different 
houses. When we came to a corner of a very 
busy thoroughfare, he stopped and took a stand 
with his back towards a blank wall. He still held 
me by a string which he had fastened to my collar — 
unfortunately my masters name had never been 
engraven on it, or I should never have found my- 
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self in the painful position of companion to a blind 
beggar. 

There the old man stood, every now and then 
saying as the people passed by, " Pity the sorrows 
of a poor blind man." I thought he might have 
added, ** Pity the sorrows of a poor lost dog," but 
I do not think anything like pity for me entered his 
head. 

Now and then a passer-by would drop a copper 
into his hand, but the people mostly passed on in 
the busy throng without giving a moment's thought 
to either of us. 

When the evening was drawing in, to my great 
joy I saw the old man preparing to go home. Poor 
as the place was, it was home to him. I knew the 
way back well enough, and led him carefully along, 
so that he certainly managed much better with my 
help. My life, if lowly, was at any rate not to be 
useless, but I had many thoughts of my old home, 
and my mind still often went back to my first dear 
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young mistress. How happy I might have been with 
her still, if I had not been angry ! 

Two or three days passed exactly one like the 
other, when one evening after we had returned home 
a neighbour came in to have a chat with the old 
man. Of course he had to be told all about me, and 
I must say the old man was warm in his praises 
as to the way I led him along, and how I stopped at 
the crossings till it was safe to go over. 

" I tell you what, Webster, you should get a basket 
and let Toby hold it in his mouth; you would find 
people would give him ever so much money.'* 

What should I have to do next.^ Just imagine 
my feelings as I thought of sitting all day long at 
the corner of a street with a basket in my mouth. 
The old man seemed highly delighted with the idea, 
so the neighbour promised to see if he could get 
a small basket suitable for me to hold. 

A few nights after he came again, bringing with him 
a basket which he put at once in my mouth. 
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I very soon got tired of holding it, and seeing the 
visitor s eyes turned away from me for an instant I took 
the opportunity of dropping it. This I found would not 
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do, for several rough blows followed ; they were evi- 
dently intent on teaching me my new performance. 
The next morning again we sallied forth, the old 
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man carrying a small stool to sit on, I carrying the 
basket — in fact, it was fastened round my neck so 
that I could not drop it. There was no mistaking 
it that the basket answered well. People who passed 
before without giving a look, now stopped and very 
often dropped in a penny. 

I could not help thinking they pitied me quite as much 
as the old man. Children especially were attracted. 
They liked to drop in a penny, then see me turn 
round to the old man, and stand up on my hind legs 
while he took out the money. My reward was to 
be relieved of the basket for a minute or two, and 
generally I got a few kindly pats, which were valuable 
now they were so scarce. 

As the winter came on, the cold was intense. Stand- 
ing at the corner of the street, the wind used to sweep 
round, nearly cutting us in two. It was well for me 
I had as thick a coat as I had, but for all I felt it 
keenly. 

The old man soon began to have a cough, and many 
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days could hardly crawl along to the place where 
we usually stood. Then a day came when he could 
not go out at all. He tried to get up from his bed, 
but was obliged to lie down again. 

What days they were that followed ! The old man 
lying moaning upon his bed, and his wife able to 
do but little for him. The money which had been 
taken in the basket day by day was soon exhausted. 
They had come to the last penny, with which the 
old woman had bought a loaf of bread, when a step 
was heard coming up the stairs, and the young 
lady who had brought me there entered the room. I 
had not seen her since ; she may have been there, but 
the old man and I had been constantly at our post. 

"Why, Webster, are you ill?" were her first words. 
" I am indeed sorry. I thought I would look in to- 
day and see your wife, for I wanted to know how you 
were getting on this bitter cold weather. I did not 
expect to see you ; I thought you and Toby would be 
sure to be out." 
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" And so we should, miss, only I am took so bad I 
can't even crawl cross the room/* 

*^ Ah, miss," said the old woman, **we have longed 
and hoped that you would come — ^you as has been our 
best friend." 

The lady was then told more particulars, and taking 
out her purse she gave the old woman something that 
made her face brighten very much. 

** Ah, miss," she said, with tears rolling down her 
face, "you didnt know it, but we had spent our last 
penny this morning, and we did not know where the 
next loaf could come from." 

The lady then left, but in the evening she sent her 
servant, bearing in a large basket all sorts of good 
things. Even poor Toby was not forgotten. 

It was no wonder that the old man soon began to 
get better, for the young lady did not forget us. I am 
afraid I was almost sorry when the old man said he 
was well enough to go out again, and talked of going 
back to his corner. 
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Again the old life began. How weary I was of 
watching the endless stream of passers-by, all of them 
looking so strange to me. 

The winter was a long one, and an old lady who, from 
time to time had given the old man money, one day 
stopped and spoke to him. 

" You must find it very cold standing here every day 
like this, my poor man." 

"Very cold, ma*am, very cold ; but what can a poor 
blind man do ? " 

" You have a very faithful companion here." 

"Yes, ma'am, Tobys a very good dog; he and I 
together, manage to get enough to buy us food." 

I felt quite proud to think he should acknowledge 
that I helped him. 

"How the dog shivers, Carrie," said the old lady, 
turning to a friend who was with her. " I must make 
him a coat to wear ; it is cruel to let the dog stand there 
all day in this bitter cold." 

Would you believe it, children, but this same old lady 

F 
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was so kind as to make me a coat, and a few days after 
actually came and put it on herself! It was very kind 
of her, and I must confess I found it a great comfort, 
but I did not like it a bit at first. The idea of dressing 
up a dog like that seemed too ridiculous, when nature 
had provided me with a good thick coat of my own. 
Still, children, the kindness was the same, and, as I said 
before, it was very comfortable. 
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TOBY SEES AJ{ OLD FBIEJ{D, 

HE winter passed away at last, and the 
bright, cheery spring came on, cheering 
even the poor blind man and his dog. 
Then summer followed, with its scorch- 
ing sun. My new coat was laid aside — 
indeed, I would have liked to have taken off my own 
woolly one for a while. 

I had got quite used to my life now, and was settling 
down into a sober, middle-aged dog. Not that I was 
really middle-aged, but the changes of my life had 
helped to sober me, and I had no one to bring out the 
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fun which still lay hidden far down in the depths of my 
heart. Sometimes when little children passed me going 
for their morning walk, accompanied by their various 
pets, I used to look after them with longing eyes. I 
consoled myself that at any rate I was of use to some- 
body, and did not lead such a luxurious, empty life 
as the dogs I often saw driving about in handsome 
carriages. 

I was very faithful to my poor master, and would have 
done anything I could to help him. I had been taught 
at my old master's to sit up on my hind legs and 
beg. It struck me one day that perhaps people would 
give me more pennies if I sat up with my basket in 
my mouth. Accordingly I tried, and found it a most 
excellent plan ; it seemed to appeal to the people's 
feelings. 

I think from the remarks many of them made, that I 
must have looked very irresistible. 

One day I was sitting up in this fashion, as I saw 
some one coming whose face struck me as benevolent, 
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when at the same time coming round the corner was a 
gentleman with a little girl. I heard her exclaim — 




** Papa, do look at that dog ; see, see he is begging, 
and some one has given him a penny." 

Oh ! that voice, how could I mistake it as it went 
on to say — 
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** Papa, I have a penny I must give to him." 

She came closer, and was just dropping the money 
into my basket when she exclaimed — 

"Why, papa, it is just like my dear old Rough. 
Look at him, how excited he is ; " and indeed my 
blind master knew not how to hold me. 

I wagged my tail, I barked, I tried to lick her hand, 
but angrily the blind man pulled me, wondering what 
could have come to me. 

" Really, Nellie, I believe you are right, I think it 
must be your old Rough. Rough, Rough, do you 
know us again ? " • 

They must have felt that there was no doubt about it. 

** My good man, where did you get your dog from ? " 
the gentleman asked. 

** It*s my dog ; it was given to me ; you can't take it 
away," he said in no soft tones. 

Alas ! then, was I to stay on and be the blind man's 
companion, when I thought bright happy days were 
coming back to me ? 
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** Do not distress yourself, we will not ask you to 
part with the dog without paying you handsomely 
for him and finding you another." 

At this the old man calmed down. My superior 
qualities vanished from sight at the idea of money. 

"Well, sir, I will tell you what I know about him. 
A young lady as comes to see me and my wife 
thought I wanted a dog to guide me along, and she 
got this one from a place they calls the ' Dogs' Home.* 
I don't know, sir, whether as ever you heard tell of 
such a place." 

'* Yes, I have heard of it. How long have you had 
him?" 

** A little more than a year, sir." 

Here Nellie broke in — 

*' Papa, we cannot leave him ; I have longed for him 
so much ; no dog can ever be like Rough to me." 

I was looking up at them beseechingly. 

"Well, my good man, I think if I were to give you 
a sovereign you would not mind parting with the dog. 
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would you ? and I will see that you have another in 
its place. One question first, though : have you ever 
known the dog to bite any one ? " 

" Dear no, sir. Toby's certainly the kindest dog I 
ever had to do with." 

" That is well ; he is an old favourite of my little 
daughters, and we parted with him three years ago 
because he bit a boy coming up to the house." 

" Ah, you may trust him, sir ; Til answer for him." 

The very thought of possessing a whole sovereign 
made the old man most amiable. 

Nellies papa thought it would be best for me to 
return with the old man that night, as they were on 
their way to visit the Zoological Gardens. He pro- 
mised that the next day he and Nellie would go to the 
** Dogs' Home," select another dog for the old man 
and take it to him, when I should be at once released. 

Gladly I pattered back home that night. I hardly 
knew how to go fast enough, and pulled my companion 
too roughly, I suppose, for several times he gave me a 
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great jerk and growled out something about the *' dog 
being almost mad." 

Accordingly, the next afternoon Nellie and her papa 
arrived at the blind man's poor home. I heard them 
mounting the stairs, for the old man felt he could take 
a day's holiday with the prospect of receiving a whole 
sovereign. 

Up the stairs they came and entered the room, bring- 
ing with them a dog with rather long hair, of a dark 
iron-grey colour, more suitable I thought for the humble 
position than I had ever been, for, as you know, I was 
a highly respectable dog, and had always been well 
brought up. I cannot make any pretence of being sorry 
to leave the old man, for the joy of being with my dear 
young mistress overbalanced every other feeling. The 
last I saw of him and his wife they were sitting toge- 
ther, smiling all over at the wonderful possession of a 
whole sovereign, the new Toby lying down beside them, 
solemnly surveying his fresh surroundings. 
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HOME AGAIJ^. 

OU will be wondering, children, how it 
was that Nellie should be passing 
the corner where I stood with the 
blind man, when her home was so 
many long miles away. 

She had been invited by her aunt 
and uncle who lived in London to pay them a visit, 
so her papa promised that as soon as the spring set 
in he would take her up, and she could remain some 
time with her young cousins if she felt happy with 
them. They had only been in London two or three 
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days when they passed this identical corner, and Nellie 
was attracted by the begging dog. 

How little I thought when I brought my accomplish- 
ment into use that it would lead me back to my dear 
young mistress. 

There were great rejoicings at her uncle's when 
Nellie brought back her old favourite. A piece of 
blue ribbon was tied round my neck, and I was feasted 
with many a sweet morsel of cake, and, better still, 
a savoury bone — delicacies I had known nothing about 
of late. 

Before Mr. Barnard went home he took me out 
one day with Nellie, and where should he take us but 
to Mr. Jennings house! 

They were astonished to see me again, as they well 
might be, and my mistress was delighted, but she 
was so kind she would not hear of Nellie's parting 
with her dog again, though perhaps they might have 
claimed me. 

Mr. Barnard was greatly interested in hearing all 
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about me, since three years ago he had given me to 
Mr. Jennings. How I had been stolen and had found 
my way back looking forlorn and dirty, with a piece 
of rope still hanging to my collar. And Mr. Barnard 
told him in return all he knew of my being purchased 
by some lady at the *' Dogs' Home" and given to the 
blind man. I felt really sorry to leave the mistress 
to whom I owed so much, but Nellie's was the 
strongest tie, and I felt that nothing must separate 
us any more. 

For some weeks Nellie remained with her London 
cousins. In our walks we used sometimes to pay the 
blind man a visit at his corner, where he still stood 
daily with his new dog Toby. I looked in wonder 
now to think that ever I, the highly respectable Rough, 
could have been placed in such a position. 

Nellie and her cousins would take pennies with 
them that they might have the pleasure of dropping 
them into Toby's basket, but I think he could not 
sit up and beg in the attractive way that I could. 
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Nellie's visit, however, came to an end, and one 
bright summer morning we at last set off homewards, 
accompanied by her uncle and aunt. How delicious 
it was to think of once more seeing the dear place. 
I thought nothing of the long journey this time, and 
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never grumbled once at the small box-like place in 
which the guard placed me. 

It was all nothing to me now, for I was going home. 
Nellie's papa met us at the railway station. A short 
drive soon brought us to the well-known door, and there 
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we saw Nellie's mamma, with her little sister, waiting 
to receive us. 

What rejoicing there was ! The little sister was 
no longer a baby, but could chatter away as fast as 
Nellie. Their little dimity beds stood side by side 
in the night nursery, and I lay in my old place on 
the mat outside the door. 

I could hear them talking away very fast — Nellie 
relating all her doings in London, and every now and 
then breaking out afresh with such words — 

" But, Sissy, isn't it charming to have dear old Rough 
back again ? " 

The next morning the nursery looked as bright 
as ever. The doll's house stood there still, and the 
rocking-horse in the farther corner. A great many 
new dolls had made their appearance, and some of 
the old favourites had vanished, but for them I could 
almost have fancied I had never been away. 

When Nellie receives her little visitors and makes 
tea in her own tea set, which was a present on her 
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eighth birthday, she and her little friends are never 
tired of talking over Rough's history. 

Some years have passed since then, and, as I told 
you, I am now grey and sober, liking to lie quietly 
near the fire the greater part of the day ; for though 
I am only a dog, old age, you know, must have its 
liberties. 

Now, dear children, I must say good-bye, and the 
next time you feel ever such a little bit inclined to be 
angry, don't forget poor Rough. 
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Xoohs bg 'BrenDa. 



** O mother, let me go ; I would be so good 1 Grandmama shouldn't 
have to scold me once. Can I go to-morrow ? " — See ** Lottos Visit ^^^ p, i6. 



Victoria- Bess ; 

Or, The Ups and Downs of a Doll's Life, 
cloth extra. 88. 6d. 

Lott/s Visit to Grandmama : 

A Story for the Little Ones. With 
Fifty Illustrations. By W. J. Pethe- 
RiCK. Small 8vo. Ss. 6d. 
Also clothi extra gilt, gilt edges. Be. 

"A very delightful story too. . . . We 
have seldom read a more sprightly or 
naturally told tele for the little ones. The 
illustrations are excellent." — The Christian. 

" A very pretty little story, written in just 
the vein to interest and delight young 
readers." — Bookseller, 

" An admirable book for little people. . . . 
We most cordially recommend parents and 
others on the look-out for the replenishment 
of the children's book-shelf to get this." — 
Literary World, 



Froggy's Little Brother. 

A Story of the East-End. With Eight 
Illustrations by •' Cas." New Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ss. 6d. 

" Plenty of original merit ; we wish to give 
it our very best word." — Times. 

" Has an individuality and benuty of its 
own which makes it very pathedc and yet 
comical reading."— {^jvan/iaw. 



With 35 lUustratbns by T. PvM. Square, 

A Saturday's Bairn. 

Crown 8vo, with Illustrations. Ss. 

**A story which interests from the very 
first page." — Echo. 

*• A charming tale, over which tears and 
smiles contend." — Christian World. 

" An excellent and most interesting tele." 
— Aunt Judys Magazine. 

" An admirable story for children." — 
Court Journal* 

Nothing to Nobody. 

New Edition, small Svo. Illustrated. 
28. 6d. 
"Quite worthy of comparison with 
'Jessica's First Prayer* and ' Little Meg.'" 
— Record. 

" A very pretty story, and will serve as a 

glft>book, either for nch children or poor, 
oth will find something to interest them." 
— A thenctum. 

Especially Those. 

A Story on the Prayer " For all Con- 
ditions of Men." With Illustrations 
by '*Cas." Small Svo, cloth extra. 
Is. 6d. 
** A very touching little story. Will help 

to turn for many a form into a reality."^ 

Guardian, 



JOHN F. SHAW & CO., 48 PATERNOSTER ROW, E.G. 

G 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Caleg of Cnglfet) ILtfe in tt)e ©lUen Cf me. 

By EMILY S. HOLT. 
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Imogen. 

A Story of the Mission of Augustine. 8s. 
*' Illustrates with •qual beauty and fidelity 
the characteristics of an eventful period of 
our history," — Record, 

Lattice Eden ; 

Or, The Lamps of Earth and the Light 
of Heaven. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ss. 
'* We promise its readers a rare literary 
feast. "— The Christian. 

Clare Avery. 

A Story of the Spanish Armada. 8s. 
"An admirable story, full of life and 
vigour." — The Rock. 

The White Rose of Langley. 

A Story of the Court of England in the 
Olden Time. 8s. 
"An admirable, instructive, and very in- 
teresting volume." — English Independent. 

Robin Tremayne. 

A Tale of the Marian Persecution. 8s. 
**The book is extremely well written." — 
Athefueum. 

Verena ; 

Or, Safe Paths and Slippery Byeways. 
A Story of To-day. 8s. 
" The book is well written, and the cha- 
racters are all well dxvMn.''—Athenaum. 

For the Master's Sake. 



Isoult Barry of Wynscote. 

A Tale of Tudor Times. 8s. 
'* The book is as charming as it is profit- 
able."— 7'A/ Christian. 

Ashcliffe Hall. 

A Tale of the Last Century. 88. 
" A remarkable example of a really good 
religious tale.** — English Independent. 

Sister Rose ; 

Or, The Eve of St. Bartholomew. New 
Edition. 8s. 
"The story is well conceived, and well 
written." — Literary World, 

Mistress Margery. 

A Tale of the Lollards. 3s. 6d. 
" A page in history which our young men 
and maidens will do well to saturate with 
holy tears." — The Sword and the Trowel. 

The Well in the Desert. 

An Old Legend of the House of Arundel. 

2s. 6d. 
"A Tale of the Middle Ages, showing 
that there were beautiful gleams of light in 
those dark days even. It is a touching 
story. " — Watchman. 



A Tale of the Days of Queen Mary. Small 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth. 2s. 6d. 
" A work of thrilling interest." — Rock. 

** Capital stories for thoughtful young readers." — Literary World, 
JOHN F. SHAW & CO., 48 PATERNOSTER ROW, E.C. 
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Jean Lindsay, the Vicar's Daughter. 

By Emily Brodie. With Illustrations Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d. 
** Be good, my maid, and let who will be clever." 



"Every now and then a 
prayer was heard, and Jean, 
perhaps for the first time, 
there, in the midst of the 
excitement, thought of what 
prayer was. . . , She was 
a girl of intense feeling, and 
this hour had made her no 
longer the thoughtless girl, 
but the woman ready to 
work and act. With a hasty 
word to Jack's wife she set 
off swiftly towards the vicar- 
age."— 5« ''Jean Lindsay;' 
p. 19. 
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Fighting the Foe; 

Or, Every-Day Battles. By FiDELirfi. New Edition, Crown 8vo, with Illustrations. 
6s. 

" A clever combination of narrative and allegory." — Ckurchman^s Magazine, 

The Home of Fiesole. 

With a Sketch of the Life and Times of Savonarola. By the Author of "Children of 
Seeligsberg." Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

"Prettily and carefully written, and quite to be recommended as reading^ for young 
girls at that age when they thoroughly enjoy any historical tale not over-weighted with 
information."— ^fMrtftbff. 

The Lost Je^vel. 

A Tale. By A. L. O. £. New Edition, with Illustrations. Ss. 6d. 

"Most earnestly do we recommend our readers to place *The Lost Jewel' in their 
libraries.*'— ^rj/wA Mother's Journal. 

JOHN F. SHAW & CO., 48 PATERNOSTER ROW, E.C. 
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^tovien tDitI) a purpose. 

The Gabled Farm; 

Or, Young Workers for the King. By C. S. With Illustrationt. Crown 8vo, Ss. ed. 



"When they were nearly 
through tea, Walter said with 
a meaning look, ' WeU, now, 
I want to know what you 
are all doing/* 'Doing I* 
echoed Ada, * why enjoying 
ourselves.' Still he looked 
at them with the same 
inquiring glance. * Now, 
Walter, we will question you. 
What are you going to do ? ' 
' I am only going to give you 
a hint to-day, and leave you 
tl.istext to think of: "Ye 
are not your own."*" — See 
''The Gabled Farm,'* p, 65. 
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Moore's Forge. 

A Tale of Work for the Master. Small 8vo. Illustrated. 8s. 6d. 

" * She is my alabaster box of ointment,' Faith's mother had said when she gave her to 
this work-; *and if Christ will accept and say of her. She has wrought a good work on 
Me, I break the box and pour it on His \itzi\.'*— Extract, 

"Just the kind 0/ story to he readf enjoyed^ and thought abouf,*'^'Kock- 

Mareella of Rome. 

A Tale of the Early Church. By F. Eastwood. Small post 8vo, with Illustrations. 
8s. 6d. 

** A powerfully-written tale. No Christian, we think, will read it without receiving a fresh 
impetus to faith, hope, and love."— The Christian. 

JOHN F. SHAW & CO., 48 PATERNOSTER ROW, E.C. 
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attractftie cPif^'Boofeg* 

Lady Betty's Governess; 

Or, The Corbet Chroaicles. By L. E. Guernsey. Crown 8vo. Cloth. Bs. 



" I never saw any poor 
child so delighted as she . 
was. She had not been 
out of doors in so long that 
'twas like fairyland to her. 
After sitting in the garden 
awhile, Mr. Corbet carried 
her to the woods, which was 
far more wonderful. We 
found a safe seat on the dry, 
grassy root of an old tree, 
and I sat down by her." — See 
''Lady Betty's Governess^'' 
A 114. 
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AVinifred. 

An English Maiden of the Seventeenth Century. By L. E. G. Illustrated. Crown 
8va 88. 6d. 

" A most sraphic and interesting tale, in which the scenes of an English maiden's life in 
a most eveaaul period in our island story are made to live before us." 

The Odd One; 

Or, The Niche for me to Fill. Ss. 6d. 

"This story has pleased us much. It may be very serviceable to a young girl, and will 
certainly be read with pleasure."— £«^/wA Indtpendent. 

Elsie's Santa Glaus. 

With Illustrations. Cloth extra. Ss. 6d. 
'* A charming Christmas story." — English Independent. 

JOHN F. SHAW & CO., 48 PATERNOSTER ROW, E.G. 
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The House in the Glen. 

Aod the Boys who Built it. New Edition. Illustrated. 



88. 6d. 



"With a desperate effort 
Tom lifted the skipper from 
the deck, staggered with 
him to the side, and dropped 
the helpless man into the 
, boat, and sprang in himself.** 
— 5« " Ifouse in the Glen^^ 
A 31. 



"Exactly what boys like. It 
looks at the world from their 
level, and is at the same time full 
'*/the s^rit that is best for them, 
'/ can, and so I must," is the 
motto carried through, while there 
is no lack of fun^ boyishness^ and 
contrivance," — Guardian. 
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BY J. HARRISON. 

The Bo/s Watchword ; 

Or, The Story of the Old Back Room. 
88. 6d. Ne^v Edition. Illustrated. 
'' An excellent story, and full of beautiful 
teaching. " — A theneeum. 

Marty and the Mite-Boxes ; 

Or, Boy Life and Boy Work. Illus- 
trated. 8s. 6d. 
" A capital book for boys — the style taking, 
and the whole teaching thoroughly whole- 
some." — Watchman, 

Paul Thurston and his Little 

Boots. New Edition. Illustrated. 
88. 6d. 
"Will delight hundreds of boys."— /?<w>fe- 
seller. 



BY F. EASTWOOD. 

Geoffrey the Lollard. 

New Edition. Illustrated. 88. 6d. 
"Many of the descriptions are vividly 
written, and the tragic nature of the tale is 
relieved by touches of fun and brightness." 
—Times. 

Scamp and L 

A Story of City Bveways. By L. T. 
Mbadb. New Edition. With Illus- 
trations. Cloth extra. 88. 6d. 
"All as true to life and as touchingly set 
forth as any heart could desire, beguiling 
the reader into smiles and tears, and into 
sympathy with them all" — Athenaum, 

The Earl-Printer. 

A Tale of the Time of Caxton. By 
C. M. M. With Illustrations. 28. 6a. 
** The story is nicely told, and will greatly 
please juvenile readers." —/rwA Times, 



JOHN F. SHAW & CO., 48 PATERNOSTER ROW, E.C. 
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dtorteiet foe (Bitlg, 

Flo^ver Stories for Little Gatherers. 

By IsALiND. Small 8vo. Illustrated. 2s. 6d. 



"Her mother's answer was 
1 kiss, that in its love told of 
many prayers, and then Susy 
came up, hot, with her arms 
Full of violets ; she had made 
lip a little bouquet for every 
one; and Ellie received hers 
with a humbler, gentler air." 
—See '' Flower StorUs,'' p, 25. 

** WritienwUk exquisite tasU, To 
all who are interested in the * Flotuer 
Mission^ it will be peculiarly pleas' 
ing and proji taile."— ChristiAQ Age. 
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True to the End. 

A Story of a Sister's Love. By Rev. 
Dr. Edershbim. New Edition. Illus- 
trated. 38. 6d. 
" An interesting story from the pen of an 
old favourite."— rA^ Rock. 

Christine ; 

Or, The Bible Girl. By S. Punot, 

Author of "Tim's Little Mother." 

28. 6d. 

**We scarcely know whether to admire 

most the skilful ease of the writer, or the 

genuine wisdom and beauty of the religious 

teaching. "^^Arw/M» World, 

Tim's Little Mother. 

By S. Punot. With Illustrations. 
88. 6d. 
"An affecting, unaffected story of London 
life."— rA^ Christian. 



The Old House on Briar Hill. 

By I. G. Mbrkdith. A real girl's 
Book. Illustrated. 38. 6d. 
"Full of bright, wise precepts, veiled 
under a pleasant guise of story-telling. A 
charming work.'* — Christian World. 

Nellie's Secret ; 

Or, Brown's Alley and Sunnyside. By 
M. M. Pollard, Author of *'Only Me,*^ 
etc. 28. 6d. 
I' Will make an excellent Sunday-school 

prize, and be read with eager interest" — 

Record. 

His Grandchild. 

A Tale of North Harbour. By M. M. 

Pollard, Author of " Nellie's Secret." 

Small 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth. 28. 6d. 

"A wholesome and interesting story, at 

once pleasant and profitable to read."— 

Rock. 
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(Cigljteenpennp present OBoofeg* 

In Attractive Bindings. Good Type. Well Illustrated. 
The Young Armour-Bearer; 

Or, Chosen to be a Soldier. With lUustrations. Cloth. Is. 6d. 



" * Lend us a hand,* shouted a 
bright-faced young man, as he 
pulled his boat up the shingle. 

"*AU right!' answered a 
hearty voice, 'I*m coomin/ 
and Joe ran down to help Tom 
Hilton drag his boat up to a 
safe place. 'What luck, Hil- 
ton V —See " The Young 
Armour- Bearer^ p. 55. 
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BY AUNT PENN. 

Little Trouble the House. 

Illustrated. 

** Those Boys." 

A Story for all Little Fellows. 
"Books the 'little fellows* will 
appreciate * 



STORIES BY M. L. C, AUTHOR OF 
*' LONELY LILY." 

Left at Home ; 

Or, The Heart's True Resting-place. 

Wandering May; 

Or, Come unto Me. 

Clarie's Little Charge. 

New Edition. 

The Happy Land ; 

Or, Willie the Orphan. 
" Not only are they suitable for presents, 
but a blessing may be expected to rest upon 
the truth, so lovingly expounded as it is in 
these stories." — The Christian, 

May Lane ; 

Or, Love and Duty. By C. M. 
" An invaluable little book for the young." 
— Daily Express, 

Tom Carter ; 

Or, Ups and Downs in Life. 

Charlie and Lucy ; 

Or, The Lonely Heart made Glad. 
•* We strongly recommend it as a gift-book 
for children." — The Christian, 



STORIES BY F. F. G. 

Polly and Winnie ; 

Or, The Story of the Good Samaritan. 

Little Nan ; 

Or, A Living Remembrance. 

"Full of wide and useful teaching- 
written with a purpose, and well written. - 
Sunday School Teacheri Magazine. 



Harold ; 

Or, Following the Footprints. 

Astray and at Home ; 

Or, Little Mollie and her Brother. 

Tom Knight; 

Or, True Honour from God only. 

Pop and Peggy ; 

Or, How Tom was Rescued. Is. 6d. 

" Too pretty a book to be left unnoticed." 
— Guardian. 
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